THE   QUESTING   BEAST
They were kindness itself, and after food and a wash we
were shown into beds with white sheets in a little room
warmed by a blazing wood fire. Whilst we were un-
dressing the Armenian N.E.R. interpreters were going
through the mail-bag. Ninety-five per cent, of the letters
were attacks on Turkey and the Turks, and as these were
all rapidly burnt, I realized how lucky I had been not to
have had the bag taken from me. It was the only piece
of luck I was to have for four long months.
The next day I interviewed an intelligence officer and
told him that I hoped to make my way to the sea either
by Batum or Trebizonde. I was informed that the road
to the north was impassable, but that I should probably
be able to get to Erzerum all right. I was not, as yet,
experienced in understanding the Turks, and therefore I
felt that things were working themselves out comfortably.
I did not realize that mere politeness can hide a multitude
of disagreeable designs. The next day, at night, an A.S.C.
soldier named Mahoney was smuggled into the house to
see me, and I was surprised at his tale. He had been
imprisoned in Erzerum with Colonel Rawlinson, and- had
been released to drive A car for the Turks on condition he
showed them where certain useless spare parts of one of
Colonel Rawlinson's cars had been buried. He had then
escaped in Alexandropol and was in hiding till he could
get to Batum. For this purpose Armenians were trying
to arrange a guide for him. He left later, but we were
destined to meet again.
On the morning of the oth we were told to get ready
to move, and Shura and I .were placed under guard
in a luggage van and set out for Kars.   Then we learnt
from the guards our real position.   We were spies and
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